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"June loth.    It was our last afternoon at  Alinora that we   heard the story  of the fatal  illness  of Sri  Ramakrishna.     Dr.    Mohendra  Lall Sirkar had  been called in, and had  pronounced the disease to be cancer of the throat, leaving the young  disciples  with  many  warnings  as to its infectious nature.    Half an hour later,  'Noren',  as    he  then   was, came in and found them huddled together, discussing the  dangers  of the case. He listened to what they had   been   told,  and  then,   looking down, saw at his feet  the  cup   of gruel that had been  partly taken by Sri Ramakrishna and  which   must  have  contained   in  it,  the germs  of the fatal discharges of mucus   and pus^  as   it came out  in his baffled attempts to swallow  the thing,   on  account  of the  stricture  of the food-passage in the throat.    He  picked  it  up,  and  drank from   it,  before  them   all. Never was  the  infection  of   cancer mentioned  amongst  the   disciples again."
While at Alrnora he also met numerous residents of the place and distinguished persons from other parts of India who had come up there to spend the summer months, and them all he instructed in the Dharma. During- this time also, he twice met Mrs. Annie Besant, who was then living as the guest of Mr. G. N. Chakravarti.
The first meeting took place at the house of the latter whose wife invited Swamiji, who was known to her from the days of her girlhood. Shortly after, Mrs, Besant was invited to tea in his host's house to meet the Swam?, and with her, on both the occasions, he had a long and pleasant conversation.
Though full of fun at times, the Swami spoke with wonder of the torture of life, and would he seen often to enter into moods of meditation and immediate vision. A strange longing for quiet obsessed him and on Wednesday, May the twenty-fifth, he left the circle of his friends and disciples and retired to Shiyadevi, some distance off from Almora. There he was in the silence of the forests for ten hours each day, but on returning to his tent in the evenings he found himself surrounded with so much eager attendance as to break the mood, and so he came back on Saturday. But he was radiant He had made the discovery for himself that he could be again "the old-time Sanny&sin, able to go barefoot, and endure heat, cold, and scanty fare, unspoilt by the West" On the follow-